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grass was dry, I used to lie down on it -and
draw the blades as they grew, with the ground
herbage of buttercup or hawkweed mixed among
them, until every square foot of meadow, or
mossy bank, became an infinite picture and pos-
session to me, and the grace and adjustment to
each other of growing leaves, a subject of more
curious interest to me than the composition of
any painter's master-piece. The love of com-
plexity and quantity before noticed as influenc-
ing my preference of flamboyant to purer archi-
tecture, was here satisfied, without qualifying
sense of wasted labour, by what I felt to be the
constant working of Omnipotent kindness in the
fabric of the food-giving tissues of the earth;
nor less, morning after morning, did I rejoice in
the traceries and the painted glass of the sky at
sunrise.

This physical study had, I find, since 1842,
when it began, advanced in skill until now in
1847, at Leamington, it had proceeded info bo-
tanical detail; and the collection of material for
" Proserpina " began then, singularly, with "the
analysis of a thistle-top, as the foundation of all
my political economy was dug down to, through
the thistle-field of Crossmount.

" Analysis " of thistle-top, I say; not " dissec-
tion," nor microscopic poring into.

Flowers, like everything else that is lovely ineling as subtle as spread-
